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mous story of her disgrace. Her great love for you, the love that caug 
nfall and that strengthened with her shame, caused her to forbid my me 
rriage to you. She hoped you cared for her enough to propose it yourself. 
ardly, dastardly letter you wrote broke her heart ; but in her dying momen 
f her sacrifice was not complete, she tore your address off the sheet, that 1 
tht befall the man whose honor she would have died to save.’ 
“ ¢ And may I'ask who I have the honor of addressing ?’ Harry said, 
“*¢Vou may,’ the man thundered back. ‘I am her cousin, Austin 
ler secret is known to you and me alone, and : 
‘But Harry interrupted: ‘You are indeed her cousin—then God forgi 
e, tell me in God’s name, was all she told me true about her mother, her 
F_was it true ?’ and the agony he was undergoing was plainly visible in hi 
‘©All true; true as gospel,’ Melrose replied, ‘she spoke the truth toa 


to listen to lies,’ and his eyes blazed as if a furnace had just been lighted 


‘You have trifled with a pure woman’s love, wantonly wrecked her innog 


riven her to despair and a suicide’s disgraceful death. You undertook to 
I g 


